My loving sickness a hundred changes rings,
now cold, now fevered, while my heart complains
of aches as many and of sufferings
as in your pomegranate there are grains.
Eyes, love's first ambuscade, the tear that springs
staunch you and damp the flame that never wanes!
But how?   Since I am stricken with such things
there is no glance can cure my mortal pains.
For your dear love doth soul from body tremble,
as tendon, artery, as vein and nerve
slowly consume in dark continual blindness*
And pomegranate is love's perfect symbol,
whose grains their hidden energy conserve,
resembling thus your unspent love and kindness.